ACT ONE
FATHER: Sell, sell? Bah! Buy, my friend, buy everything. If I had
had sons I would have bought all this mountainside right up to the
part with the stream. It's not good.land, but strong arms can make
it good, and since no people pass by, they don't steal your fruit
and you can sleep in peace.
[Pause.]
MOTHER: You know what I'm here for.
FATHER: Yes.
MOTHER: And?
FATHER: It seems all right to me. They have talked it over.
MOTHER: My son has money and knows how to manage it,
FATHER: My daughter, too.
MOTHER: My son is handsome. He's never known a woman. His
good name cleaner than a sheet spread out in the sun.
FATHER: No need to tell you about my daughter. At three, when the
morning star shines, she prepares the bread. She never talks: soft
as wool, she embroiders all kinds of fancy work and she can cut a
strong cord with her teeth.
MOTHER: God bless her house.
FATHER: May God bless it.
[The SERVANT appears wth two trays. One with drinks and the
other with sweets.]
MOTHER [to the SON]: When would you like the wedding?
BRIDEGROOM: Next Thursday.
FATHER: The day on which she'll be exactly twenty-two years old.
MOTHER: Twenty-two! My eldest son would be that age if he were
alive. Warm and manly as he was, he'd be living now if men
hadn't invented knives.
FATHER: One mustn't fhjiiV about that.
MOTHER: Every minute. Always a hand on your breast.
FATHER: Thursday, then? Is that right?
BRIDEGROOM: That's right.
FATHER: You and I and the bridal couple will go in a carriage to the
church which is very far from here; the wedding party on the carts
and horses they'll bring with them*
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